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in his eye ; and every coach that issued from the gate was care-
fully examined by him.

The night approached. The setting sun was throwing forth
its red splendour, when from the gate rushed out the richly gilded
coach, gleaming with a fiery brightness in the glow of evening.
He hastened towards it. Her eye had already seized him. Kindly
and smilingly she leaned her glittering bosom from the window;
he caught her soft salutation and signal; he was standing by the
coach, her full look fell on his, and as she drew back to move
away, the rose which had adorned her bosom flew out, and lay at
his feet. He lifted it, and kissed it; and he felt as if it presaged
to him that he should not see his loved one any more, that now
his happiness had faded away from him forever.

Hurried steps were passing up stairs .and down; the whole
house was in commotion; all was bustle and tumult, preparing
for the great festivities of the morrow. The mother was the
gladdest and most active; the bride heeded nothing, but retired
into her chamber to meditate upon her changing destiny. The
family were still looking for their elder son, the captain, with his
wife ; and for two elder daughters, with their husbands : Leo-
pold, the younger, was maliciously busied in increasing the dis-
order, and deepening the tumult; perplexing all, while he pre-
tended to be furthering it. Agatha, his still unmarried sister,
was in vain endeavouring to make him reasonable, and persuade
him simply to do nothing, and to let the rest have peace ; but
her mother said : " Never mind him and his folly; for today a
little more or less of it amounts to nothing; only this I beg of
one and all of you, that as I have so much to think about already,
you would trouble me with no fresh tidings, unless it be of some-
thing that especially concerns us. I care not whether any one
have let some china fall, whether one spoon or two spoons are
wanting, whether any of the stranger servants have been break-
ing windows ; with all such freaks as these, I beg you would not
vex me by recounting them. Were these days of tumult over,
we will reckon matters ; not till then."

" Bravely spoken, mother!" cried her son; "these sentiments
are worthy of a governor. And if it chance that any of the maids
should break her neck; the cook get tipsy, or set the chimney on